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Smelts Prinfo of Tyrol 

That (till records within one, or when 
She would with rich and conftant pen, • 
Vale to her Miftrefle Dian ftill, 

This Thyloten contends in skill 
With abfolute Morina fo _ 

The Dove of ‘Paphos might with the crow 
.Vie feathers white, Marina gets 
All praifes, which arc paide as debts, 

And not as given, this fo darkes 
In -pbyloten ail gracefull markesj - 

That Cleons wife with envier arc,’ 

A prefent murderer, does prepare 
Tor good ^Marina, that her daughter." 
Might ftand peerelefleby this (laughter 
The fboner her vile thoughts to ftead, - 
Lychor ida our Nurfe is dead,’ 

And cur fed Dionizia hath 
The pregnant inftrument of wrath. 

Preft for this blow, the unbome event? - 
I do commend to your content. 

Only I carried winged Time, : _ - ~ 

Pofte on thejame feetsof my rime; ! f r 
Which never could I fo convey, 

Vnlefle your thoughts went on my Way* 
Dienizia doth appeare, 

'With Leonine a murderer. 


Exit. 


Enter EionisuU and Leonine, 

Dion, Thy oath remember, thou haft fworne to do it, tis but a 
blow, which never fhall be knowne,thou canft not do a thing in 
the world fo foone, to yeeld thee {b'much profite,let not confci* 
ence which is but cold* in flaming thy love boforae, enflame 
ffoo nicely ; nor let pitty, which even women have caft off, melt 
thee, but be a fould iour to thy purpofe.. 

Leon. I will dooi’t-hut yet fhe is a goodly creature. 

J 2 ^*. The fitter then the gods (honld have her, 

&S soffit weeping for herondy Miftrefle death; 

Thow 


Pericles Prince of Tyrol 

Thou art refolv’d ? 

Leon. I am refolv’d. 

Enter (J^farina with a basket of Flowers! 

(Mar. No, I will robbe Tellns of her weede, to drew thy, 
greene withFIowers : the ydlowes, blewes, the purple, Vio- 
lets and Marigolds, fhall as a Carpet hang upon thy graved 
while Summer dayes doth laft. Aye me poore maide, borne in 
a tempeft, when my mother dide ; this world to me is like s 
lading ftorme, hurrying me from my friends. 

PHon. How now (Marina ? why ae’ye weepc alone ? 

How chance my daughter is not with you ? 

Doe not confume your bloud with forrowing. 

You have a Nurfe of me. Lord how your favour’s 
Chang, d with this unprofitable woe s 
Come give me your flowers, ere the fea marre it* 
iWalke with Leonine ^ the ayre is quicke there. 

And it pierces and lharpens the ftomacke 

Qomz Lconine take her by the arme, walke with her} 

Mar. No I pray you, lie not bereave you of your fervaht 1 
\ Dion. Co mc,-«jme, Ilove the King your father^nd yonf 
felfe, with more than forrame heart ; we every day exnefthfn^ 
here, when he (hall come and finde our Parigon, w alfreports '• 
thus blafted. Hee will repentthe breadth of his great VovU? < 

t blame both my Lordandmee, that wee have taken no catena 

your beft courles. Go I pray you, walke and be chearefull one? 

Care not for me, I can goe home alone; 

Mar. well, I Will goe, but yet I have no defire to it 

w ? ome)I know >tis good for you i ‘ ^ 

Walke haife an houre Leonine^ at the leaft 

v Remember what I have faid. 

Leon. I warrant you Madam." 
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